EUROPE REOPENED

people, his peasant plays made a notable effect; but I liked
best Florian Geyer, a drama of the peasants* war in a defeated
but hopeful Middle Europe. And so to the Baltic coast,
where I rejoined a wife and a daughter aged eighteen months
who was making sand castles on that tideless and mosquito-
ridden shore. Back in Berlin, we took our tickets to Dover
for a couple of dollars by the sleeping-car night express, and
were relieved to get out of Germany for the time being. At
Aachen there was trouble about a new baby carriage, the
export duty on which was so enormous that I presented it
to a grateful (and no doubt prolific) customs official. At
Namur I inadvertently left my hat in a dining-car destined
for Paris, with the result that in Brussels we were within a
few francs of destitution. Nobody will cash a cheque for a
man without a hat or the means to buy one ; this is a curious
psychological fact to be borne in mind by tourists. In
Dover, to which we pressed forward hastily, hunger over-
took the whole family and we had to send our infant daughter
to beg food from complete strangers on the shingle beach,
until I was able to borrow the fare to London and telegraph
funds from there. This poverty-stricken ending of the
journey was the right contrast to a beginning with the riches
of Croesus.
Next spring, that of 1923, The Machine-Wreckers was
done by the Stage Society at the Kingsway Theatre. Nugent
Monck of the Maddermarket Theatre in Norwich, the only
Elizabethan playhouse in England, came to London to
direct the pky ; and very beautifully and simply he did it.
Herbert Marshall, who has since become a screen star,
played the chief part. A, B. Walkley of The Times was
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